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" I shall be overjoyed/' said the queen modestly,
" when the king's anger against his servant shall have
passed away.'3

" The memory of our meeting," said Dushyanta,
" was obscured by the gloom of some wicked en-
chantment. But now that gloom has entirely passed
away never to return."

" May the king be-----," was the reply, but the

tender lips of the overwrought princess could not
frame the word " victorious/' which always concluded
the royal greeting, and she burst into tears of joy.

" My darling," said the king, " though the word
of conquest trembles upon your lips, victory of the
highest is mine indeed, for now I know that not even
unkindness and forgetfulness has cast out your
affection for me."

" What man is this, mother ? " said the boy,
tugging at the skirts of the princess; but before she
could answer him the king fell humbly at her feet
imploring her again for forgiveness. To see the
mighty monarch in such an attitude was too much
for the weeping queen, and she begged him to rise.
As he did so Sakuntala saw the fatal ring upon his
finger. " Ah," she said, " there is the cause of our
misfortune." " Take it, my beloved," said the king,
" Nay," was the gentle but firm reply, " I cannot
trust it. Let it be worn by my lord henceforward."

At that moment the charioteer of Indra entered
the grove with a smile upon his face, as if he knew
without information of the happy meeting of king
and queen and prince. " Was this fortunate event